i4                           FOOTSLOGGER

the people of London their most beautiful park at Highgatc,
was the old lady. She was accustomed thus to receive the
felicitations of her family, seated in an arm-chair in the drawing-
room.

From the age of eleven she had been a cripple, but despite
this infirmity had given birth to five boys and six girls, two of
whom still survive. One of those still living, Beatrice Jameson,
my mother, remained for many years a spinster, like Princess
Beatrice, to supervise the household of her father at Great Doods.
in Reigate, then but a village. It was not until after my grand-
father's death and the removal of the household to Hampstead
that she married my father, James Alexander, of Inverness,
a merchant banker, though for many years previously, owing
chiefly to a mutual passion for music, they had been very much
in one another's society.

At the age of thirty-eight my mother married, and in the
following year, 1889, gave birth to a first son, Colin Alexander
Gordon, and in the following year to twin boys, Graham Scton
and Legh Richmond.

The house of their birth was known as the Three Gables,
in Fitzjohn's Avenue, Hampstead, a house which re-
mains, as it did then, of somewhat remarkable and pleasing
architecture.

After attending church, we three boys used to visit our grand-
mother. When aged eight and seven respectively our father
died* He had been noted, not only as a mathematician, a
quality inherited by the eldest son, but as an Alpine climber; and
was one of the first in the conquest of the Matterhorn and made
other pioneer and notable ascents in the Swiss Alps. The
strain of his Alpine adventures, together with an extraordinary
devotion to his duties in the City, brought an end to his life
at the age of fifty-two. So that when the three boys used to
visit their grandmother, it was in the company only of their
mother.

We were admitted by a butler, a very friendly person, in face
and person very like the Punch drawings of Du Maurier. He
had red hair and side whiskers, a Mr. Dewy, whose wife
performed offices downstairs. But the Dcwys seemed to fade
away, and were replaced by a man, certainly after the heart of
little boys, if not of their parents, uncles, aunts, and grand-
mother,

He stood well over six feet in height, and was immensely